1712.")                 Her Son attacked with Smallpox.                    467

the 9th; on the llth her life was despaired of, and they forced
her distracted husband from her bedside, to breathe the fresh air
in the gardens at Versailles. Mary Beatrice, ever fearless of
infection for herself, hastened to Versailles, but was not per-
mitted to enter the chamber of her dying Mend. She sat with
the Mng and niadarne de Maintenon in the room adjoining to
the chamber of death, while the services of her church were
administered, and remained there all that sad night. The dau-
phiness-duchess of Burgundy expired on the llth of February;
the afflicted widower only survived her six days. The inscrutable
fiat which, at one blow, desolated the royal house of France, and
deprived a mighty empire a second time of its heir, involved al&o
the ultimate destruction of the hopes of the kindred family of
Stuart. The fast-waning sands of Louis XIV., now sinking
under the weight of years and afflictions, were rudely shaken, by
this domestic calamity, which was immediately followed by the
death of the eldest son of the young pair, leaving the majesty of
France to be represented, in less than three years, by a feeble
infant, and its power to be exercised by the profligate and selfish
regent, Orleans.

The portentous shadows with which these tragic events had
darkened the political horizon of her son, affected Mary Beatrice
less than the awful lesson on the uncertainty of life, and the
vanity of earthly expectation, which the sudden death of these
illustrious persons, snatched away in the flower of youth and
high and glorious anticipation, was calculated to impress. The
melancholy forebodings of the royal widow, who regarded their
deaths as a warning to put her own house in order, since she
had wept with Louis XIV. thrice in a few brief days over the
stricken hopes of gay Versailles, were doomed to be too sadly
realized, but not, as she had imagined, on herself. She, the
weary pilgrim who had travelled over nearly half a century of
woe, and had carried in her mortal frame for the last twelve
years the seeds of death, was spared to weep over the early grave
of her bright and beautiful Louisa.

The chevalier de St. George, who had been hunting in the Bois
de Boulogne, came March 30, to see the queen at Ohaillot. He
appeared a litde indisposed that day, but returned to St. G-ermains
in the evening, with her and the princess. Two days afterwards
he was attacked with the small-pox, to the inexpressible dismay
of his mother, who knew how fatal that dreadful malady had. in
many instances, proved to the royal house of Stuart* The princess
Louisa was inconsolable at the idea of her brother's danger, but
felt not the slightest apprehension of infection for herself. Un-